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wasn't before. He said he had other things to do that were more
important. He never talks about what he's doing, but it's
something connected with a revival of the old religions. I know
that without his telling me. I feel it—it's a kind of instinct, you
know, when you're interested in anyone! But this lunch with
DumbelPs father-in-law is his grand chance. That man's got
endless irons in the fire, newspapers, books, magazines—it's a
huge firm!'*
Dud listened gravely to every word. He felt ready to do any-
thing she suggested, but in the hard realistic core of his being
there rose up an impenetrable doubt. It was impossible to
imagine Enoch Quirm writing anything saleable. It was hard
to visualize him even in conversation with a real man of affairs!
What would he look like at this lunch at the Antelope ? Would he
wear that old filthy sweater ? Why, the very sight of him would
choke this man off!
And yet the girl went on pleading with him. She kept assuring
him that as a writer he was himself much better known than he
realized, and known too for just the sort of thing that Uryen
might be able to do on some smaller scale. He felt inclined to
cry out more than once: "But what is Uryen to me?" but such
hardness evaporated in the presence of that frayed belt, and
besides, if this man of his mother's was responsible for his being
in the world	
Thuella had already taken off her gloves. Indeed she had
appeared on the scene with the right-hand one already off; but
the other speedily followed. She now, with great deliberation,
removed her hat and placed it on the grass by the side of the
hedge. He could not help being fascinated by the way that
this was done: she snatched her tortoise-shell comb from the
top of her head and proceeded to smooth back her shining hair
from that unequalled neck.
"You and Uryen have become more friendly than you used
to be?" he hazarded at last, grown weary of all these details of
domestic penury upon which she seemed to take pleasure in
enlarging. She gave him a quick, tender, intimate look.
"I see," she said, "you haven't forgotten our talk in that old
Weymouth road. But yes!—I have grown to like him better and
understand him more. But, as I told you that day, it's im-
possible to know him really. He's an extraordinary being, my
dear! Sometimes I think he must be one of the most extra-

